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parade it on the end of a lance like a banner of obscene victory.
It was pleasant to dally- awhile with the dancing girls, the
innumerable concubines of male royalty, with the Maids of
Honour (a title strangely inaccurate in both respects) of female
royalty.

But these amusements soon palled, the possibilities of the palace
were soon exhausted; they poured out of the gates into the city,
seeking fresh diversions.

There were plenty to hand. Prince Abool Bukr had found the
object of his quest hiding with some half dozen other English and
Eurasian women, But publicity did not worry the descendant of
the Moghuls. Ordering the wretched women to be stripped, he
spent a pleasant half hour rhapsodizing over shrinking white limbs
and breasts ill-concealed by trembling white hands, torn away at
intervals amid jeers and brutal mockery; and composed a quite
delightful little poem on the subject.

Or began to compose it. But the composition of poetry, however
charming, is hardly sufficient to slake the thirst of ardent manhood
and there are more satisfying uses for naked captive women by
whom one has been scorned, than writing odes to their physical
charms.

Refreshed mentally, though a little disappointed physically, the
Prince rose and spurned the quivering body, half dead with shame
and fear, while his companions roared obscene applause.

Gratified by their compliments, rendered generous by satiety and
hatred, he waved a careless hand towards the shrinking group in
the corner.

"Lo, there are others. I desire them not; they are pale and
passionless." (Which, perhaps, under the circumstances was not
surprising.) " Take your choice/*

Then, as the men rushed forward he halted them with a gesture,
struck by a sudden, brilliant idea.

" Nay, not here. Take them into the street. Show to the world
how these accursed white memsahtbs should be treated."

Howls of applause greeted this monstrous suggestion. Once more
his followers rushed forward; and this time were not stayed. The
pitiable victims were dragged from the house. Some were almost
torn to pieces in the process, for there were far more men than
women. Some, luckier than their sisters, were dead before they
reached the street. But the rest------

Prince Abool Bukr watched the orgy for a few moments, sniffing
delicately* at a flower; he found the contrast of white and brown
limbs, mingling inextricably, writhing in passion or agony, very
stimulating.